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The Innocent

Lifting a Mortgage
Often Is More of a
‘Miracle Than a Feat,
but There Are Still
More Difficult
Things to Raise

By ESDY YEMM.

e SEE by the papers that Johnny Cou

I lon, this American prizefighter, ha

got all the wise birds over in Parh

by the ears,” remarked Hood Gubbings at

the reguiar tneering of the Innocent By-
standers Club last night.

“T thought ear-holds was barred” said

Tommy Fisher,

“He lsn't boxing, you poor-simp,” replicd

Hpod, “he's lying." ¢

“What di he lis about?’ asked Walter

Jings. “Did he tell 'em Wilson was coming
back?"
“Naw, naw!" sajd Hood, disgustedly,

“dor't you ever read the papers? This Cou-
lon boy 15 a bantamwelght; you understand,
and welghs about half a pound less than
nothing at all, and notwithstandin' that,
when he says no, there ain't a strong man
in all Parls that can Hft him! And all the
selentists in France have wore themselves
out tryin® to figure where he gets this
power. You can’'t do a thing with him
when he lies on the stage. He's unique.”

“l know a-plenty of actors that lle on
vhe stage,” said Tommy Fisher, doggedly.
“And off of it."

“There ain't a soul In Paris that can lift
him," repeated Hood. “All the strong [rogs
In town have tried it and sprained their.
hack tryin'."

Suggest Giving New York Burglars
Opportunity to Win New Distinction

“Frlend of mine told me once he had a
F'rench valet that could lift anything that
wasn't nailed to the floor of the apartment,”
sald James McCann, “but maybe they've all
been pinched. They had ought to let some
of those New York burglars try it."

“The Mayor can't spare 'em,” said Tommy,
“and besides, you can't get to Parls on a
erime wave."

“No, but vou can get to somebody,” re-
arked Hoed, “if you don't mind paying
for it. When It comes to protection, some
of these burglars would make a high tariff
look Uke a ditch.” :

“This Coulon baby, they tell me,” inter-
aupted H. Percival Moggs, “Just puts his
back flat on the floor "

“Aw, those pugs abe always laying down
on their jobs,” observed Mr. Fisher, “IU's
a wonder they waste money on shoes
They'd do well as mattress demonstrators,
ihat's what they ought to work at.”

“—and you can't ralse him an Inch,” con-
vluded Mr. Moggs admiringly.

“r ralsed a bird that weighed three hun-
(red pounds, one time” sald Walter Jinge,
with a rueful look, “and it cost me Just
cighty bucks. T was raisin’ a full house.”

It don’t get you anywhere, this lfting
husiness,” observed Harvey G. Maple, shak-
ing his head wisely. “T knew a hoob who
inst all the coln his old man left him, just
by Hfting his finger. He used to 1ft it at
hartenders. But that was In the old daye,
of course, You lift one now, and they bring
vou another order of bankruptcy.”

“Whaddye suppose is tha matter with
these Fronch strong men?’  asked Mr, Me-
cann. Y1 always thought a Frenchman
vould beost anything up.”

“Oh, you're thinkin' about the hotel bills,"”
axplained Mr. Gubhings, "At that, even a
hetel bill in Pards would he pretty hard to
ralse.”

“A good deal of this Uftlng business is

. just a trick,” contributed Mr. Moggs. "“At
least, that's what a fellow told me onece.
He said he could teach anybody how ta Mt
a watch*™

“Why, a wateh isn't heavy!" said little
Mr. Jings Innocently.

“No, but h's eantence was," replied Moggs.

At that, maybe the French huskies think
if they lift an Ameriean they'll be breakin'
A blue law."

“No, that ain't It,” sald Tommy Fisher
positively. "The French was never strong
on this uplift stuff, you know that. That's
the reason they won't lift him. They're too
wise, those boya."

“Well," asserted Mr. Maple, “if Carpentier
ain't any stronger than the rest of those
French he won't ift anything offen Jack
Dempeey next Fourth of July.”

“YTou dropped a ton then,' sald Mr. Gub-
hings.

When O'Shaughnessy Was on the Force

He Found the Little Ones Most Difficult

“When T was on wne force,” observed Mr,
ivShaughnessy, who had up to this point
listened quietly to the dlscussion, “I had
many an experience in lftin’ men that
Midn't want to be lifted, It is my experience
{hat the littler they come the harder they
ure to pry Into the wagon. I well remem-
ber tryin' te lift a little gentleman that had
inld down in the middle of the street one

" night I was on the heat. T had met up with
this lttle bird earlier in th' evenin', when
I looked in at"the back door at Callahan's.
He was arguin’ with a friend of his then,
‘Have one on me,' he pays, ‘T would,' says
his friend, ‘only It gives me th' rheumatism.”
‘Well, have a coupla fingera of lumhago'
says th' little man, urgin’ him. ‘Al right,'
says his friend. Bo tiey has that one, an’
then his friend comes back at him with an
invitation to spear a coupla shots o' neu-
ralgin: and they has ‘em, with ginger ale
on th' side; an' when I went out o' Calln-
han's they was drinkin' neuritls an’ pleurisy,
an’ slngin' at that,

“Well, when T mests up with this lttle
genius again he's lavin' in the middle of
th* strest, as T say, shot full of electricity
up to his neck. At least, that's what he
sayn. 'Off'cer.’ he says, ‘behold human mag-
net! TFull of ‘eotric'ty, Irr'sistdbly ‘tracted
to sarth. Pull me up, can't be done!'

“By gollles, T think he was right at that.
Ye eouldn®t 1ft him on a bet. I give it up.
They say that spirits has got nothin’ to do
with Johnny Conlon's trick, but I'll say they
had a-plenty to da with thht lttle guy.
Leave ‘em lay, that’'s my motto.”

“Well, anywny, why do they pick on
Johnny Coulon,” asked Walter Jings, “when
he welghs only a hundred or so? Why don't
they try Bill Taft?"

“Why don't they try Bill Bryan?" retorted
Mr, Gubbings. “Is he flat om his back or
“n't he, 1 ask you?"

“There's this Eyve-tallan pote ovar in Fee-
yoomy," observed Mr. Mogge, “by the name

4 -

' Eystaﬁders’ Club Discusses

r

“There ain’t a strong man in Paris that caa lift him. And all the scientists in France have wore themselves out tryin’ to ﬁguré where
he gets this power. You can’t do a thing with him when he lies on the stage. He's unique.”

of D. Nunzo—he's pritty good at that Cou-
log trick himself. They been tryin' t' lift
him outa Fee-yoomy for the last two years,
and it takes th' whole Eye-tallan navy to
blow him out.” "

“Well, after you get one of them potes,
what good does It do you?” asked Tommy
Fisher., “They're just a deficit, on the floor
or off.”

“If my old man was allve,” said Mr. Gub-
bings, *“and T'm telling you he wasa the
strongest man In Connecticut in his time,
he eould lift this Coulon easy.”

“What did your old man ever Uft?" asked
Walter Jings.

“He lifted the mortgage on the farm," said
Hoodd. §

>

“That ain't a feat, that's a miracle,” sala
Mr. Mc€ann. .

“1 made a mistake last night,” confessed
My, Fisher. “I tells the wife about this
Coulon boy and what a swell resisier Is he.
There aln't no man can budge him, 1 says
to her. T wish you would get that.way once
in a while, she says, when somebody asks
vou wlill you have a drink. It wouldn't hurt
you none If you was selzed that way when
you're passing a bargaln sale, I says. Not
that you ever passed one, I zays. Is that so,
she says, what do I ever buy? Well, I says,
it ain't rlght for you to take up so much
roowm: in the alsles, I says, They'll take you
tfor Mary Plekford, blockin® the alsles, I says.
Well, theys plenty that thinks I'm pretty,

Famed French Chefs

/
Apprentice Over-
shadows Other Re-
cent Triumphs by In-

venting New Sauce,
One of Few Con-

ceived in Century

By STERLING HEILIG.
®  pPame, Dec. 21, 1920

N these high Paris restourants, when «

I dish s perfect, they s=ay that it s

worthy of this or that personage. Per-

’ fect snails are worthy of De Dion; a

perfect €hateaubriand steak is worthy of

Anatole France; a perfect fole-gras in ple-

crust is worthy of Marshal Foch, and a per-

fect Rouen duck is worthy of Benator Gaston

Menler. There I= a race of gourmets still
alive in Paris.

But you cannot invent i New sauce, even
for new rich gourmets. Scarcely four new
sauces are invented per century, And now
it has been done, &

Jean Souplet, French Loy cook, apprentic
who won second prize from the chefs of
Rome, desired to exhibit in Parls his master-
plece—the Fatted Pullet Montreufl. (These
chefs have thelr own annual salon, like the
painters.) Although a member of the asso-
piation he was forbidden to exhibit, not by
his ehef but by, his employer, proprietor of
one of those small expensive restaurants.

Any one of twenty [llustrious gourmets,
from the Comtesse de Noallles a Cecile
Sorel to the Grand Dike Paul and’ Nobel of
the Prizes, would have taken up the gifted
vouth's defence had they known his predica-
ment—which they &idn't, nor could have,
But three other very different personages,
hedged with the divinity of kings. stood by
the French ,boy cook. Cedard, chef of the
kitehens of King George, de Amicl of the
Quirinal, and Lavécat, with the Duke of Or-
leans, np for the Balon, went with Barre,
the Edmond de Rothschild chef, ate lunch at
the restaurant, paid a big bill, and asked for
the boss,

They told thelr titles. e was over-
whelmed. "How can I serve you?" he asked
gayly. "Permit Jean Scuplet to exhibit the
Fatted Pullet Montreull," they answered.’

Fatted Pullet Montrewil
Latest Gastronomic Sensation

The thing has been a sensation since, The
cutlets of breast meat (from another pullet),
‘ench dabbed with its round of truffle, were
coated with layers of a new thick sauce
paste, was the novelty, The boy had in-
vented a new sauce—and there are not
three new ones In a century! ,

It is thick, cream colorved, in the nature
of a mayonnalse; but the severest Judges,
tasting it agaln and again, were quite of
necord—it in completely new, with a perfum«
due probably 1o a puree of nuts, not almonds.
Great cooks anl millfonalres speak of the
boy, Jean Souplet, as palnters and patrons
would speak of a new Raphael. They made
him second In the godrmandizing Cercle
J the greatest club, that of the
landed proprietors—on condltion that he
keep his sscret for them during four years.
Yet "the new sauce” figures In many res-
taurants,

New dishes are more frequent. COh'cken
filats Rigolboches s the “creation” of M
Caressa, a friend of Joseph Galt'er of the
Témps newspaper, himself a gourmet wri of
whom the Hot Duck Ple a la Royale whan
it \s perfect s said to be "worthy.” They
are great op hot ple crust for meat dishos,
sines the war. The filets Rignlbhoahes, of the
white meat only, are servgh with nllees of
fole-gras in a sanee of paprike and mush-
room puree, along with red wnd greem pege

she says, even if you don't. Who? 1 asks
her. That had her stopped. DBut I was
nervous for a while, at that, [ hatta square
myself by Jeavin' the roll with her"

“Shucks!" eald Harvey Maple, “"that's
nothing! +Can any of you fellows ever get
the wife to admit just once that you can
buy vourself a suit of clothes without her
goin’ along? It'll be news to me if you do
Don't ever get it by yourself, even If she
zives you a chanece, I'm telling you. She
gets her fun out of it, it you do. She'll
tell you how funny you look In It, from now
till next Christmas,
hut T'm tellin' you I'm afraid to. She'll have
wmother bunch o' smart quips thought up
by this time, Well, g'night, boys"

Bow to.

Jean Souplet, the boy who invented the new sauce, appears at

the extreme right in the picture.

of the King of France,” who persuaded Jean's employer to permit

the lad to exhibit his masterpiece.

In the centre is Lavocat, “the cook

pers. the whole piping hot in melting pie
orust,

Caressa has given his dish to that extraor-
dinary little restaurant always crowded with
Iustrions gourmets, from Aga Khan and the
Due d'Oldenbourg to Marthe Regnier and
Mistinguette—the establishment of Prosper
Montagne, who styles himself old fashloned
and modest “traiteur.”

Half the doughboys who were in Parls will
remember the spot—although they would rub
thelr eyes at the miraculous change! Do
they remember the Red Cross Sales Commis-
sar'at at the corner of the rue de I'Echelle
around behind the Regina? To-day It is in
Anrk colors, blue predominating, with heavy
furniture, dancing lights from a visithle kiteh-
e¢n, and heavy all-sllver cooking utensils
a single saucepan from 300 to 1,100 franes
Nobody would recognize the wilfully old
fashloned “kitchen parlor™

Prosper Montagne {8 an extraordinary
man, who came Into view with the war, He
was at the Ma'son de la Prosse; worked on
the Rulletin des Armees; organized the
Manuel du Culstot—army cook bpok; and
toward the end was sent on a Government
mission to the American packing houses. - A
kind of Louis L'orest, who is also a profes-
slonn] cook. + Forest comes there to eat the
plece of beef bralsed twelve hours in red
wine.

There afe lots of men who cannot warlk
on wine at lunch, but these Frenchmen seemn
1o find no difculty, Grand old Anatole
France, at 77, still survives it grandly.
Sinecs his recent happy marriage he has been
twice up in Paris, taking in the gastronomlc
novelties, from the old established Lapey-
reuse, Luceas and Voisin to newer places
like the Griffon, Tabary's or Beauge's. But
chiefly the rich julces of the great French
steal. the Chateaubriand, renew his blood
glohules and sustain his brain cells, Elghty
years ago the restaurant chef Champeaux
invented it for Chateaubriand himself—thick
steal of flet grilled between two thinner
slices of romp eteak. The latter yleld thalr
gravy to the filet and give it a tenderness
obtained g no other way., Only the filet I
rerved, after belng passed quickly over a
very bright fire to singe its outer surface.
Exactly how they do all this remains a
French cooks' secret.

The fried potates that go with the
 hateaubriand have heen a tourist mystery
wll my 1ife In Paris. They may that Roche-
fort, the great French editor and politician.

) ; '
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ol By STEENIAS MEALS

imvented them in his London exile and
brought them back to France—"well worth
his ransom!" They come in blg slices, s
we slloe sweet potatoes in Amerien, but each

slice Is swelled like a ballvon—light alry,
temder.

Hot alr, yes: but how do they get the
hot air into the slice of fried polato? 1 have
seen intelligent housewives recelve with
painful attention the information thit each
slice is “blown up,” or “inflated,” with a
siver pointed bellows, Lut the inflation s

really brought about by the process of cook-

ing, The system |s as follows

(1) The potato slices are hulf cooked in
moderately hot lard over o «low fire; (2) then
dried and allowsd to cool off o triflo; and (3)

finally jumped brusquely into sizzling redhot
lard, where they swell nnd swell and swell!

It is quite possilZe that Bonl de Castellane
invented the potato that bore hix name bes
torse patriotism renamed it the potato Ber-
thelot, It I= o moderate s'zed baked potato
in its Jacket, They eut out lt« centre until
It is someathing of a shall, but with some good
plain potato still around its inside; and Into
the hole Is stuffed o farce of crayfiah,
mashed yolks and hashed whites of hard
holled ogis and cream and seasoning. Then
the hole ia closed, and the potato put back
inte the oven, to serve ns a arprise.

But Gen. Berthelot really invents dishes.
Recently. It in sald that he gave the world
that plquant dish of qualls “pouched” In n
saucepan (completely cookled at siow ebul-
Htlon), together with a good quantity of not
quite rips Muscatel grapes. Ah, mel If
you don't believe It try it! They say that
the General revived it from w recipe of Im-
perial Rome!

You know that they eat snails”

Of course, the snalls are [!r!.‘\lullll’
“purged’”’ by fasting and prayer, and become
much cleaner than oysters. [t ls the snail
of the French wine districis; and the Mar-
quis de Dion has long been Its most con-
summate connolsseur. He prefers the little
gray Bordeaux wvarfety, Although the bl
Burgundians are more highly flnvored, 1en-
derness In snalle Is a grand quality-—"there
is nlways flavor enough ! The Marquls equil-
I¥ Investignted the Champagne snall, delloate
and clean feeding heast, tonder. but lueking
in body., And, now, here |s the |ast seeret
word of it (which restnurant proprietors hida
ffom vou). To enjoy all the slusive por.
turhe of red Burgundy wine (which doas nol
£0 weull with oysters) you must cat the Lor-

The remaining members of the Innocent
Bystanders Club looked thoughtful. "I know
how that Johnny Coulon keeps his feet on
the ground,” =nld Walter Jings aftor some
moments of general sllence. “He's marrisd
I bet a hat”

Six Snapshots in Bohemia.
By SAMUEL M'COY.
L—ALLEY CAT.
Hor was your father, mangy®, scarved
and bitten,
And who your mother

whut her whims,
you grew up from being a siock kitten

Boy Cook

Exhibit in Paris’Recalls
Historic Dishes as
Well as Modern
Ones and Discloses
Secret of Cooking
Champagne Snails

deaux snafl for tendemess, fraudulently in-
troduced into the blg Burgundy shell for il-
lusion and the saunce! When neatly polished
the shells look like the yellow vine leaves
crumpled, on which the poetic liftle eren
ture feeds exclusively,

The Way to Cook Snails
Divulged by a Great Chef

‘Boll  yvour snalls ten minutes.’
Lucten, who has quit the Ritz (o set ap fin
himself, “Talke them from their shells and
et them stand in a dish of salt water
Draln agsin.  Into a saucepan put five
quarts of water, three of white wine, with
#alt, pepper, hay leaves, thyme, onions
carrots and garlic. Cook slowly two hours
and then (here s 4 seoret!) let them lie to
perfect themselves in their cooking julee for
rwenty-four hours"

I'm goin' on home now.e

and Just

How

RV S

The snails are put back into their shells
with a simple stuffing of butter chopped
shallots, garlic, pepper and paesley,  Or thes
may be breaded, spitted amd grilléd  with
malitres  d'hots] =uce Bo doos President
Millerand love them. “If you like Burgunily
and do not like snalls” says the poet

Montesquiou-Fezensae, 1T is because vou do
rot love elther!"

This Is gourmandizing, not gluttony; In
what would you think of un elegunt Parisiun
(of Turk, Tartar or Perstun ancestry) who
serves his guests woodcock and ortolans
and every dellesicy from hot hors docuvies
to Belglan hothouse peaches, but slips off
by himself for a single terrvible dish of
sheep's head? It Is not Agn Khan, nor s |
the Grand Duke Puul

“Cme person, one sheep's head®’ }
barbarous

= the

glutton’s motto. * Btuffed with
stuffing, In which mingle sunflower eecds
and dried raspberries, the hend is baked

for hours; and the next worst thing to eat-
ing it i to see it caten. King Milan who
had ar ancestry, taugbt Paris chefs 10

make thp concoction; afid |t has been
randed down in contlnusl secret demand
oven hy -Hungarian magnates, before the
war. It s ataviam, Seven venturics aEo,
in the shade of thelr tents, thelr forefathers
thrust the hand into the bake pot and
grab the same prizse moreels, here an ear

tlp, there an eye, all gom They call It

sheep's head Borix

French Restaurants Name Dishes
In Honor of Their Best Customers

Few great Parle restaurants abla to
completely resist this naming of dishes afie
specially sood customers The Hennoess
whiting, for example, I= o Paillard dish
The delicate flsh lies on o bed of hremded
mashed potatoes, being stuffed with ovsters
shrimps and aliced trufMes  And the Mello
peach=—It was originally Invented at Pall
lard's thirty years ago, o please that mont
meantal old gourmet Prince CGalltgine, The
they stuck the peach full of almonds.  Thes
took the almonds out and called it for th
arand Duke Alexis. And then, years pass
ing, they added some ice cream and named
it the peach Melba!

Proaper Montagne says limit this sort of
things to the names of artistes, saints ani
heroas. Hir new filat of =ole In ealled da-
seriptively Limurian—which ls highbrow fo!
the Riviera, partioulariy In ity eastern
reaches—with woung «quash  tomato  an
Curry sailce, gratinee.

alo

€
Weights
Even the Member Who
Gained Experience
by Raising a Full
House Gives Up the

Famous Johnny
Coulon Problem

To your wild gmoefulness of draggled lumbs

God only knows: and His are not the gutters

You dodge beer bottles and find herring
hones

In random alleys where the are light sput-

ters,

And sleep, untroubled by your nelghbor's
gTroans,

Distrustful, knowing, wholly self-rellant.

With a swift claw for over-friendly friand:

You'll die as you have lived, gay and deflant,

And grace the ashcan where the houss cat
ends,

I'd give you mille, but yon would docht the

. Dlatter,

And who ecan hlame yon?

the matter!

Somathing was

——
II—CREATOR.

stomached, lazy bodied, heavy
Jowled,
Whera do you get that tireless flood

of life?

What lights that twinkle in your keen black
ayea?

What keeps vou stewing for the one righi
note

Night long—to get it fust at dawn, when
milkmen

I"as= the tall window where your light buins
pale?

What keeps you happy n= a boy in mischief?

Perhaps you're nof one man, but fifty mill-

AT

fon:
Time's all yon need, to show the applanding
groundings
. That you indeed sire fecund as their joint
amnsemhbly .,
You are Protens? Surely! But vour had

time romes, some day’

HO daily el

1. —CRINICIAN, OLD STYLE
most  pain?
white clad Nurse,

y i Who, all day long, sees pain at i1«

high flood
\mong the

curse?

Sces

beds where gray- lips sob or

Or is it Surgeon, who (rees spurting blood?

Or is it Ambulance Ovderly, young and
cynical, ’
Clanging full speed to “spnt where victim
fell
For he secs much

“Marked by the *"?
§ that's eclinlcal,
O Ik it Charity Workes
fingers
In the ‘Steenth Ward (a Jocal name for hell)
Where babies go like flle= nnd lsughter
lingers? ; .

probing with hard

No, my Burtender' You 're the one I'd vole
for .

As Paln's most friendly witnees; at your bar

You ser what none olse sess. What's your
white coat for,

Except to show yvou uniformed as surgeons

nra?

Unending is the gay procession, drinking

(Bach one of (hem) to dull soma memory

Or hush that Inword volee that sets one
thinking

Thut he g not the man he meant to be

Men don't drink to forget? Well, thes

To-morrow,
vod Yesterflay went by with its own flaw
Dante had nothing on you: he sawr sorrow
Butl was not pald o laugh at what he saw

I\ ARTIET
A=Y, yow studied art when You wWer
| ' vounger,
A paint a livtle, stll: tell me. now
we're alone
What's your idea of art? Your husban:

CITRY
His portraits of richh women are the vogue
What's your real thought of his bright, im
pudent brush?
You two dine ont incessantly, to smare him

sitters

And there's much drink and flirting ever:
nlght

What's art? The canvas, or the game you
plny 7

Or something neither he nor you have fali
"Trwax stmpler. wasn't it, in the Antique?

W

oul m page,
Live only by o back
Put on it dnlly

V. —~8TEVEDORE.

HAT'® civillzation for, If not fo:

brains?
Anmd you, mithough you may =pell
strains
Girudged conoosaion of the

hut stands the

Age

To o demund for muscles where machines
can't go

We slonk ones nesd oot lnugl at vour slow
wit

porson whe = truly fit
necessity: that's the siow
tw vour shuffling

Meres just one
To judes of your
Ana  tired .

fret

At nightfall; hears your story of the day
AN amazing nulmal ftory, mives you meal
Anid yvou ildren, Sleep, gross
ARICATURIST
EVE not achieved one so-ca
musterpleos™
So, all day long, you're hurning
 Turnince
do some “"hig thing Vou

think you've falled
To-duy

tide guffaw
To-morraw, at your showing vp of Wion
They'll rise and tear an*idol from his throne
You drew a woman (yesterday, 1 think)
In the Aumb sarrow of her tenement home
And peaple rushed to give to such as hes
Whit Aosa thi= mean p Foymt bire

for to-day?

vour =atire made

10 powt

And van’t you wait for fnurel 1l womorrow §



